for now Mr. Chute has the gout, he keeps himself very low and lives upon very thin ink. My compliments to all your people. Yours ever.
271.   To GEOKGKE MONTAGU.
Arlington Street* May 26, 1748.
GOOD b'ye to you! I am going to my Koel too. I was there yesterday to dine, and it looked so delightful, think what you will, that I shall go there to-morrow to settle, and shall leave this odious town to the whores, and the Eegency, and the dowagers; to my Lady Townshend, who is not going to Windsor, to old Cobham, who is not going out of the world yet, and to the Duchess of Richmond, who does not go out with her twenty-fifth pregnancy: I shall leave too, more disagreeable Eanelagh, which is so crowded, that going there t'other night in a string of coaches we had a stop of six-and-thirty minutes. Princess Emily, finding no marriage articles for her settled at the congress, has at last determined to be old and ugly, and out of danger, and accordingly has ventured to Eanelagh, to the great improvement of the pleasures of the place. The Prince has given a silver cup to be rowed for, which carried everybody upon the Thames, and afterwards there was a great ball at Carleton House. There have two good events happened at that court: the town was alarmed t'other morning by the firing of guns, which proved to be only from a large merchantman come into the river. The City construed them into the King's return, and the Peace broke; but Chancellor Bootle and the Bishop of Oxford1, who loves a labour next to promoting the cause of it, concluded theuasion of a pension to the Pretender, which is so very
